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the bullet entering beside his nose and coming out
at the back of his neck. The resultant wound had
somewhat depleted his energies, but he was still a
great power in the district.
Through the evenings Vargas would stand
vigorously declaiming to me the story of his life.
Some sixty years before, his father, a Canelo
Indian, had married his mother, a member of the
neighbouring Jivaros. This "love match," of which
Vargas was the result, had brought to these two
ever-warring tribes a lasting and enduring peace.
The two tribes, both strengthened by this union,
now made war on the Arapicos, another group; and
Vargas's youth was a merry one of fighting, head-
shrinking, and other such horse-play.
But clouds arose on the horizon, first priests,
then policemen. They would have no more of
Vargas and his playful tribal ways, and the old
man shook his head with sorrow as he told of the
great change Law and Order had effected.
But Vargas was no fool, and, being unusually
ambitious for an Indian, had thrown himself into
an energetic pursuit of the ways of the white man.
The result was disastrous, for long before I met
him he had decided that civilisation meant trickery,
fraud, deception, and all conceivable forms of im-
posture and chicanery.
Into these new fields he had launched himself
' with an enthusiasm that was highly commendable.
He soon had made of himself a master craftsman